The T ming of the Shrews, 

Snter Katerina, 

Good morrow Kat e, for chats your name I heare. 

Kate. Well haue you heard, but fome thing hardof hearing;/ 
They cal I me K ate-, -ins., that do talks of rr. c. •' " 

Pet. You lye in faith, for you are call'd plains Kaie t 
And bony Kate , and fomtimes /£<*retliccurft: 

But Kate , the prettied Kate inChrirtcndomc, 

Kate of X^rtf-hall, my luper-daintie Kate, 

For dainties arc ali Kates, and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate oimy confolation. 

Hearing thy mildncfle prais’d in cucry Towns, 

Thy vermes fpokc of, and thy beautic founded. 

Yet notlodeeptly as to thee belongs, 

My fclfe am mou’d to woo thee for my wife. 

Kate . Mou’d in good time, let him that mou’d you hither 
Remoue you hence : I Knew you at chc fixft 
You were a moueable. 

pet. Why, what’s a moueable ? 

Kat, A ioyn’d lloolc. 

Pet. Thou hart hit it tcomcfitonmc. 

Kate . Afles are made to bcare, and fo are you, 

'Pet. Women are made i o bcare, andfoarcyou 
Kate. No fuch lade as you , if me you meanc 
Pet. Alas good Kate , I will not burden thee, 

For knowing thee to be but yong and light. 

Kate. T oo light for fuch a fwaine as you to catch, 
Andyetasheameasmy waigbtfliould be. . 

Pet. Shold be, fliould : buzze. 

Kate. Welltane, and like a buzzard. 

Pet. Oh flow- wing’d Turtle fhail a buzzard take thee ? 
Kate, lfora Tunic as he nice a buzzard. i. s- 

Pet. Come, come you wafpe, y’faith you are too angrie» 
Kate, lfl be wafpilh, belt beware my fting. 

Pet. My remedy is then to pluckeit out. 

Kate. I, If the 'bole could hndcic where it lies. 

Pet. Who knowes not where a Wsfpe does yv.care his 
In his tails. 

Kate. In his tongue ? 

Pet. Whole tongue. 
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i kTdmin? ofi the fbre'to. 

Kate. Yours if you talke oftailes, and fo farewell. 

p e t. What with my tongue in your taile. 

Nay come againc, good K ate,\ am a Gentleman, 

Kate. That lletrie. fie firikeshim 

Pet. 1 fwearc lie ctiffe you, if you ftrike againc. 

Kate. So may you leofc your armcs.j 
If you flriks me, you are no Gentleman, 

And if no Gentleman, why then no armes. 

Pet. A Herald /c'4^ f Oh put me in thy bookes. 

Kate. What is your Crcft, aCoxcombc. ? 

Pet. A combelclle Cocke, fo Kate will be my Hen. 

Kate, No Cockeof mine you crow too like acrauen. 

Pet. Nay come Kate come you mult not looke fo fowre, 

Kate. It is my falhion when I fee a Crab. 

Pet. Why heere’sno crab, and therefore looke not fowre*. 

Kate. There is, there is. 

Pet. Then fhf w it nrcc. 

Kate. Had I a glalfc , I would. 

Pet. What, you meanc my face. 

Knte, Well aym’d of fuch a yong one. 

. Pet. Now by S. George I am too yong for you. 

Kate. Yet you arc wither’d. 

Pet. Tis with cares, 

Kate. Icarcnot, 

Pet. Nay heare you Kate.ln footh you fcape noefo. 

Kate. IchafeyouifI tarric. Let me go. 

Pet. No, not a whit, I find you parting gentler 
Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and fallen, 

And now I finde report a very lvar: 
i or thou artpleafanc, gamefotne, parting courteous, 

^utllow infpecch: yet i’weetcas fpring-sime flowers, 
i nouca nft norfrowne, thou canft not looke a fconcc, 

Wer oitc the lip, as sngric wenches will, 

Nor haft thou plcafure to be crolTe in talke: 


As 


Zv r , t0ntcrcn «, loir and affable. 

Why docs the world report that Kate dochlimp 
Oh fland rous world : Kate like the hazlc twig 
‘Sltraight, andflcndcr,and*s brewnc jn hue. 


